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And prefently. 

Wooer. She would have me fing. 

*1) otter. You did fo? 

Wooer. No. 

T>ett. Twas very i.l done then,. 

You ftiould obferve her ev’ry way. 

. ' Wooer. Alas 

1 have no voice Sir^toconfirme her chat way®, 

*Dottor, That l s allone,ifyce make a noyfe, 
Iffheintreate againe,doe any thing, 

Lye with her if (he aske you. 
laylor, Hoa there Dottor. 

Dottor. Yes in the waie of cure. 

1 Ay lor But firft by your leave 
I’th way of honeftie. 

T>ottor. That’s but a nicencffe, 

Nev’r caft your child away for honeftie; 

Cure her firft this way, then if fhe*e will be honeft. 

She has the path before her. 
lay lor. Thanke yee Dottor, 

Tottor. Pray bring her in 
And let’s fee how fhee is. 

lay! or. I will,and tell her 
Her Falamon ftaics for her : But Dottor, 

Me thinkesyouare i’th wrong ftill. Exit lay lor, 

*Dett. (Soe.goc: you Fathersare fine Fooles: her honefty? 
And we fhould give her phyficke till we finde that t 
Wooer, Why, doe youthinke fheisnot honeft Sir? 
Dottor. How old is fhe ? 

Wooer. She’s eighteene, 

*Dottor. She may be. 

But that’s all one,tis nothing to our purpofe. 

What ere her Father faies,if you perceave 
Her riioode inclining that way that I fpoke of 
Videlicet, the way offlefb, you have me. 

Wooer. Yet very well Sir, 

Dottor. Pleafe her appetite 
And doe it home, it cures her if Jo facto t 
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Xhe rnellcncholly humour that infers her. 
ffrooer. I am of your minde Doctor . 

Enter l ay lor Slaughter, MaUe, 
<j)octer. You’I finde itfo ; (he comes, pray honour her. 
lailor. Come,y our Love Palamon ftaies for youchildc, 
Andhas done this longhoure,to vifite you. 

Daughter, l thanke him for his gentle patience, 

> s a kind Gentleman, and I am much bound to him, 

*L you nev’r fee the borfe he gave me f 
V laylor. Yes. 

<Daugh. How doe you like him? 
jay lor . He’s a very faire one . 

Daugh, You never faw him dance? 
laylor. No. 

<Daugh. I have often. 

He daunces very finely, very comely, > ^ 

And for a ligge,come cut and long taile to him, 

Hetuinesyehkea Top. 

Jaylor. That’s fine indeede. 

Daugh. Hee’l dance the Morris twenty mile an hourc. 

And that will founder the beft hobby-horfe 

(Ifl have any skil|)in all the parifli, , 

And gallops to the turne o f Light a' love, ■ 

What thinke you ofthishorfc? 

Uylor. Having thefe vertues 
I thinke he might be broght to play at Tennis. 

Daugh. Alas that’s nothing. 

Jaylor, Gan he write and readetoo. 

Dauoh. A very faire hand, and cdfts himfelfc th’accounts 
Gf all his hay and provender : That Heftier 
Muft rile betime that cozens him ; you know 
The Cheftnut Marc the Duke has ? 
laylor. Very well. _ 

Daugh. She is horribly in love with him, poorc bcatr. 

But he is like his raafter coy and feorneful!. 
laylor. What dowry has fhe ? 

Daugh. Some two hundred Bottles, 

And twenty ftrike ofOatcs;but hee’l ne’re haye her; 

He 




